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in the district, and familiar: an oriflamme of battle over the
barter of dairy produce and malt liquors. Alexander Hendry
must recognise it, and with an instinct of antagonism. Patently
it formed no part of my proper wardrobe: hardly could it be
explained as a gage d'amour. Eccentric hunters trysted under
Hendry's roof; the Six Foot Club, for instance. But a hunter
in a frilled shirt and waistcoat sprigged with forget-me-nots !
And the house would be watched, perhaps. Every house
around would be watched.

The end was that I wore through the remaining hours of
darkness upon the sodden hillside. Superlative Miss Gilchrist!
Folded in the mantle of that Spartan dame; huddled upon a
boulder, while the rain descended upon my bare head, and coursed
down my nose, and filled my shoes, and insinuated a playful
trickle down the ridge of my spine; I hugged the lacerating
fox of self-reproach, and hugged it again, and set my teeth as
it bit upon my vitals. Once, indeed, I lifted an accusing arm
to heaven. It was as if I had pulled the string of a douche-
bath. -Heaven flooded the fool with gratuitous tears; and the
fool sat in the puddle of them and knew his folly. But heaven
at the same time mercifully veiled that figure of abasement;
and I will lift but a corner of the sheet.

JVmd in hidden gullies, and the talk of lapsing waters on the
hillside, filled all the spaces of the night. The high road lay
at my feet, fifty yards or so below my boulder. Soon after two
o'clock (as 1 made it) lamps appeared in the direction of
Swanston, and drew nearer; and two hackney coaches passed
me at a jog-trot, towards the opaline haze into wmcii the weather
had subdued the lights of Edinburgh. I heard one of the
drivers curse as he went by, and inferred that my open-handed
cousin had shirked the weather and gone comfortably from the
Assembly Rooms to Diunbreck's Hotel and bed, leaving the
chase to his mercenaries.

After this you are to believe thai I dozed and woke by
snatches. I watched the moon descend in her foggy circle;
but I saw also the mulberry face and minatory forefinger of Mr.
Romairie, and caught myself explaining to him and Mr. Robbie
that their joint proposal to mortgage my inheritance for a flying
broomstick took no account of the working-model of the whole
Rock and Castle>jof Edinburgh, which I dragged about by an
ankle chain. Anpn I was pelting with Rt>wley in a claret-
coloured chaise through a cloud of robin-redbreasts; and with
that I awoke to the veritable chatter of birds and the white
light of dawn upon the- hills.

The truth is. I had come very near to the end of my endur-